The Safety Catch
stomachs are full and the sun's shining. That's all. Now go and
listen to my friend on your left. He doesn't believe in hanging. I do,
and plenty of it."
With these comfortable words, John sprang down from the
prydew, and hurried away, followed in a moment or two by Mr.
Bullfinch with the truck and its load.
"Well," said John, looking truculently at the black buttons,
which stared ironically at him.
"Yer enjoyed yerself," said Wilfred. "Will yer be wantin' this
any more to-day?"
"No, I shan't," said John decisively.
Wilfred nodded. "Righto," he said. "Well, I might as well push
orf, then."
Just as he was doing so, and John was making an emergency
sponge of his handkerchief, a young man rather like a restrained
stork stepped, or rather strutted up to John. He wore no hat, and
his mouse-coloured hair stood straight up in front. Large round
spectacles sat astride his sharp long nose, and his sport's coat and
flannel trousers, his open-necked shirt and his brown brogues looked
unnatural to him, as if Sunday, being on his time-table, called for
some concession in costume which he was secretly reluctant to make,
having permanent business that demanded some more formal attire.
"You'll excuse me," he said. John stared at him, and passed his
handkerchief round the inside of his collar.
"Will I?" said John. "That depends."
"My name is Murrinkle," said the young man. "I heard the first
part of your discourse."
"Did you hear the last?" demanded John grimly.
"Yes. I did. And of course I quite agree. Everybody's a silly ass.
No doubt about that. Not the slightest. What I always say is, a
human being is bound to be a fool. It's just a case of choosing your
folly. But I'm interested in what you were saying at first. As you
turned in the idea of telling the 'crowd, I wondered if you'd come
and have some tea and tell me more."
John looked at the storklike young man. One possible convert
out of all that great crowd. It seemed a great deal of labour for a
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